Life and Letters

" Hem, hem, gud-day, sire, gud-day. Et
vobis, my masters. It were but reason that
you should restore to us our bells; for we
have great need of them. Hem, hem, aihfu-
hash. We have oftentimes heretofore refused
good money for them of those of London in
Cahors, yea, and those of Bordeaux in Brie,
who would have bought them for the sub-
stantific quality of the elementary complexion,
which is intronificated on the terrestreity of
their quidditative nature, to extraneize the
blasting mists and whirlwinds upon our vines,
indeed not ours, but these round about us."

And I read that most perfect chapter of all
" of the qualities and conditions of Panurge,"
who " was of a middle stature, not too high nor
too low, and had somewhat of an aquiline nose,
made like the handle of a razor," who was
" naturally subject to a kind of disease which
at that time they called lack of money,", and
who " was a wicked lewd rogue, a cozener,
drinker, roister, rover, and a very dissolute
and debauched fellow, if there were any in
Paris ; otherwise, and in all matters else, the
best and most virtuous man in the world."
And, having thus read, I felt sure again that
although it is interesting to know that the
idea of Panurge came out of an Italian
macaronic romance, and probably out of fifty-
seven other places as well, it really does not
greatly matter; any more than that "fair
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